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Zone 1 — Still moving 
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You keep moving. 




This is the first instinct. 




Not forward. Not away. 

Just  continuing. 




As if continuation were the same as choice. 




The day does not announce itself. 




It arrives the way all days arrive: 

with tasks, with light, with the small obligations that make forgetting easy. 




You are grateful for the obligations. 




You do not say this. 

But you are. 



There is a word for what happened. 


You do not use it yet. 




Not because you don’t know it. Because naming it makes it the size of a name. 




And right now it is still smaller than that. 




You eat. 




This surprises you, slightly  that hunger still works, that the body continues its requests as if nothing has been decided. 




The body does not know yet. 




Or it knows, and it has decided to keep asking anyway. 




Someone speaks to you. 




You answer correctly. 




They do not notice. 




This is either a relief or the loneliest thing that has ever happened to you. 




You are not sure yet. 

You continue. 




The other version of you is still standing in that moment. 




You know this the way you know a room is dark before you open the door. 




You don’t open the door. 




Later you will try to locate it  




the exact second, the precise word, the hinge. 




You will find the day. 

You will find the hour. 




But the second will be gone. 




Seconds are not built to be found afterward. They are built to pass. 




This is not grief. 




Grief knows what it has lost. 



The knowledge has not settled yet. 


It will. 





You sleep. 




This also surprises you. 




Sleep arrives anyway  the way tides arrive, the way morning arrives, without asking whether you are ready. 




You are not ready. 




Sleep does not require it. 




The next day is identical. 




This is the first sign. 




Not that something is wrong  that something is finished. 




Finished things repeat themselves. 

They have nowhere else to go. 




You look for the feeling. 




The large, declarative feeling that should have arrived by now  the one that would explain everything, justify the weight, give the loss its proper shape. 




It has not come. 




What came instead was Tuesday. 

And then Wednesday. 

And the same coffee. 

And the window. And the light that does not know what you have lost. 




There is a version of this where you recover. 




You know this version. 

You have used it before. 




You reach for it now the way you reach for a door handle in the dark  




by memory, by habit, by the assumption that it will be there. 




Your hand finds nothing. 




Not nothing. 




The wall. 




The wall is there. 

The wall has always been there. 




You simply thought the handle was part of it. 




You keep moving. 




Same breath. 




But the breath is slightly different now  




not shorter, not harder, 




just taken by someone who has begun to understand that the air will not change. 



You think you are passing through. 


You are not passing through. 




You are arriving. 


	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Zone 2 — Already stopped 
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You stopped. 




You don’t know when. 




This is the only interesting thing left  not that you stopped, but that the stopping had no sound. 




A man you know 

tells you about his plans. 




You listen. 




Somewhere inside the listening you notice: you have no plans. 




Not because you gave them up. Because the ground they were standing on is gone. 




Plans need ground. 




You pick up the cup. 




You put it down. 




This is not metaphor. 

This is the morning. 

This is what the morning is now. 





There is a particular quality to the light in a room after someone has left it. 




Not dark. 

Not empty. 




Just  adjusted. 




The room has recalibrated around the absence. 




You are the room. 



Someone asks how you are. 


You say: fine. 




This is not a lie. 




Fine is the word for a state that has stopped being a question. 




You remember a door. 




Not this door. An old one. The way it stuck in summer, the particular resistance before it gave  




you remember this with more precision than you remember the last time you were certain about anything. 




The body archives what the mind cannot afford to keep. 




The stopped thing does not announce itself. 




It just begins to take up less room in your chest  




not healed, not resolved, 




just 

compressed into something you carry without noticing the weight anymore. 




This is not recovery. 




This is how weight becomes permanent. 




You watch two people argue about something small. 




A parking space. 

A tone of voice. 

A thing that was said three weeks ago and is still being said. 




You think: they still believe it can be different. 




You do not think this with contempt. 




You think it with something closer to envy. 




The envy passes. 



Most things pass now. 

This used to feel like progress. 




You find an old note. 




Your handwriting. A list of something  intentions, maybe, or plans, or the name of a person you were going to call. 




You do not remember writing it. 




You recognize the hand but not the man. 




He had somewhere to be. 




You are not sad. 




This is the thing no one tells you  




that the other side of loss is not sadness. 




It is a certain flatness. 




Not depression. 

Not numbness. 




Just the specific silence of a room where the argument is finally over. 



The argument was never with anyone else. 




You go outside. 




The street is the street. The people are moving with the ordinary urgency of people who still have somewhere to be. 




You walk among them. 




You are indistinguishable. 




This is either the great mercy or the great loneliness of being human  




you cannot tell from the outside who has stopped and who has not. 




You have stopped. 




Not visibly. 

Not permanently, maybe. 




But for now  




the thing that was pulling you forward has gone quiet. 




And in the quiet you can hear, for the first time, how loud it was. 



The cup is still on the table. 

You do not move it. 
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